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Mine
by petulantpages

Summary

When Adrien and Marinette accidentally realize each other's identities, they don't freak out
like we all seem to think they will. Marinette simply grabs his hand and starts dragging him
through the school without another word.

Adrien doesn't know what's going on, but he'd really appreciate it if she would stop dragging
him around long enough for him to kiss her.

Notes

See the end of the work for notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/petulantpages/pseuds/petulantpages


Claiming Adrien Agreste

If Adrien was being honest, he’d already forgotten what had tipped them off. The point was,
they knew now. He knew Marinette was his Lady, and she knew he was Chat Noir. And he
wasn’t entirely sure where it was meant to go from there, though he certainly hoped he’d
have better luck convincing her to date him now that they knew each other’s identities. It
certainly offered a whole new dynamic to their relationship. She wasn’t just the mind-
blowing, confident girl he trusted with his life. She was also the sweet, earnest, stumbling
and stuttering girl who he’d admired ever since he met her.

He thought he loved her before. And he supposed he did. But this was something completely
different. He loved her with a depth of understanding that he hadn’t known was possible. He
loved her like a sun, hot and intense and steady and enduring. And he rather wished she
would stop dragging him along the school hallways long enough for him to beg her to go on a
date with him, to be his girlfriend, to marry him, to have a house and three kids and—

Well, he might be getting ahead of himself. But he would beg her to be his girlfriend, if she
would just slow down enough to let him.

He realized, suddenly, that they’d stepped into the atrium, where most of their classmates
were having lunch. And Marinette was making a beeline for Lila. He glanced around and
realized that everyone else seemed to realize where Marinette was going, as most of them
were moving closer with worried looks on their faces. Adrien knew Marinette wouldn’t do
anything worse to Lila than, possibly, try to expose some more of her lies, but apparently,
Lila had managed to convince the class otherwise.

They came to such an abrupt stop that he almost stumbled forward and straight into the girl,
but Marinette kept him beside her with a single hand spread against the middle of his chest.
He was sure she could feel his heart racing. He wished they were alone. He wished her hand
was against his skin. He wished he was kissing her.

Her other hand settled on his back, so he was pressed firmly between them. He swallowed.

“Mine,” she said, baring her teeth in a fierce smile. Adrien’s heart just about stopped.

Lila scoffed, “As attractive as I’m sure Adrien finds this little display of desperation,
everyone knows you aren’t toget—”

“Mine,” Marinette said again, lower and darker this time. She looked up at him, and he could
see the determination and confidence and tenderness he was so familiar with in Ladybug
burning in her eyes as the hand on his chest slid down to his hip. “Isn’t that right, minou?”

“Forever,” he said breathlessly. “Yours.”

Marinette surged up onto her toes and kissed him. It was over far too fast, and then she was
looking over her shoulder at Lila, who was red and wearing a fierce scowl. Marinette
smirked. “So keep your Akuma-loving hands off my boyfriend, Rossi.”



Then she was pulling him along by the hand again, walking backward for a moment as she
purred, “Come along, minou, let’s find somewhere more private… to chat.”

And, frankly, she could drag him anywhere she pleased. Especially if she was going to do
things like kiss him and call him her boyfriend and claim him in front of everyone they knew.

After all, he was hers.



Claiming Marinette Dupain-Chang

Chapter Summary

After Marinette very publicly and very abruptly claims Adrien, Chloe puts some things
together. And decides to make it clear exactly where her loyalties lie.

Chapter Notes

I did promise more on the same theme. Honestly, I've been hanging on to this for a
while. Something about it felt unfinished to me. But I've decided to go ahead and post it
for your reading pleasure, and if I ever figure out what I don't like about it, I'll fix it. It's
always possible I'll eventually add more to this series, but for now, I don't have any
plans to. Thank you to everyone who has supposed me and the original oneshot, and
everyone who encouraged me to post more!

After she’d waved her claim to Adrien in Lila’s face, Marinette had sort of expected her to
ease up a bit. Lila could have the class, Marinette could have Adrien, and they’d both stay out
of each other’s way. After all, she’d made it clear that Lila had zero chance with him. What
could the other girl possibly gain by continuing her little crusade?

But Lila didn’t seem to care if she got anything out of it beyond the enjoyment of watching
Marinette suffer. Not that she was suffering, really. She didn’t see much point worrying about
what everyone else thought of her when her chaton was always by her side, his hackles
raising at every whispered word in her direction. If anything, keeping him from retaliating
against the rest of the class did a remarkable job of keeping Marinette distracted. And seeing
how protective he could be never failed to cheer her up. So it wasn’t all bad.

Even on the few occasions he wasn’t around, because of modeling or fencing or some other
obligation, none of it seemed to matter as much. She had the one thing she really needed: her
best friend, her partner, her soulmate. And if it took months, or years, or even decades, she
knew one day all of Lila’s lies would be revealed. They would find out how wrong they were.
And by then, they’d have lost Marinette for good. And one day, maybe in a very, very distant
future, her identity might come out. If they felt bad about everything they were doing to
Marinette, they’d no doubt feel ten times worse knowing she was Ladybug.

But in some ways it really had been getting worse. Lila kept feeding the rumor mill, and her
classmates seemed to think more and more poorly of her as time went on. The only one who
didn’t seem to be buying in to the lies was Chloe, though Marinette did catch the blond



looking at her and Adrien far more often than seemed normal. Her gaze never seemed
malicious, though, just… pondering.

Alya, perhaps, was the worst.

She was always clamoring for more tidbits from Lila for the Ladyblog. And it was starting to
seem like she would believe or do anything Lila said in order to get them.

Like this afternoon, for instance. Adrien was out of school for a photoshoot. Marinette had
come in from lunch for their afternoon classes, and on her way to the bench in the back, Alya
had stuck out her foot, and tripped her. Marinette managed to catch herself, for the most part,
but her chin connected with the top step, and she bit her tongue.

Even so, she’d had worse. It usually got fixed with her Miraculous cure, but she’d had worse.
She swallowed the blood in her mouth and stood up, casually dusting herself off without
comment.

“And you were supposed to be my best friend,” Alya hissed, sounding affronted. 

Marinette was sure Lila had told her about some invented slight that was completely
unforgivable. It didn’t matter—she hadn’t thought of Alya as her friend for weeks—but it
still stung. She still caught herself thinking, And you were supposed to be mine.

She told herself not to look back.

“Marinette? Your best friend, Cesaire?” Chloe snapped. “Ridiculous, utterly ridiculous!”

Marinette did look around at that. Chloe had stayed out of it until now. And she couldn’t
explain why, since she and Chloe had been at odds for what felt like forever, but seeing the
last domino fall against her felt like a punch to the gut.

But Chloe was glaring at Alya, looking like she’d spotted something slimy and legless and fat
on her silk pillow. “I’m Marinette’s best friend, of course. I’m the only one in this room who
has any right to be.”

Marinette’s jaw dropped. She couldn’t have heard that right.

Alya scoffed. “You hate each other.”

“Nonsense,” Chloe tossed her hair. “I was just misinformed before. And now I know better.”

“But Chloe,” Sabrina cut in, “I’m your best friend.”

“You are about as loyal as a rock, Sabrina,” Chloe said, looking pointedly at Lila. She slid her
gaze to Marinette, looking coy. “Besides, Marinette trusts me.”

And Marinette had to suppress a groan. Because she suddenly knew what this was all about.
After all, when Chloe had given her Miraculous back yesterday, she’d said, “I noticed you
and Chat Noir haven’t had any help lately. I’m glad to know you trust me.”



How she’d figured it out, Marinette had no idea. But apparently she had, and she’d decided
being best friends with Ladybug was more important than holding a grudge against
Marinette.

Alya scoffed. “Chloe, no one trusts you.”

“I trust her.” Marinette blushed. She hadn’t even known she was going to say it until it was
out of her mouth. But it was true, wasn’t it? She definitely trusted Chloe more than anyone
else in their class, except for Adrien. She trusted Chloe to use her Miraculous for good. She
trusted her to give it back when they were done, even though she could see how much it
pained the blond to be separated from Pollen.

The classroom was quiet, and then Chloe made a pleased humph. “As I said, Marinette’s my
best friend.” She stepped up to Lila and leaned over until they were nearly nose to nose,
smiling vindictively. “So take that, Rossi.”

Marinette couldn’t help it: she giggled. Because she knew what Chloe was saying, even if no
one else did. If Chloe was Marinette’s best friend, then Lila couldn’t possibly be Ladybug’s.
And she was pleased that Chloe hadn’t said as much, even though they both knew the taunt
wouldn’t mean anything to anyone without that crucial piece of knowledge. If anything, it
was proof she really could trust Chloe; even when it was tempting, she didn’t give away
Marinette’s most valuable secret.

Chloe strode up the steps and settled into Adrien’s usual seat as Madame Bustier finally
swept into the room. If she noticed the seating change, she didn’t mention it.

As well as that seemed to have gone, Marinette still felt a bit uneasy. She glanced at the blond
beside her. As much as she had come to trust Chloe, there was still a lot she didn’t trust about
her. Namely, her motivations.

Is this all just because I’m you-know-who? She scribbled on her tablet, tilting it towards
Chloe so she could read it.

Yesterday, you came to me. Even after you said you couldn’t anymore. Which means you trust
me more than anyone else you know.

Marinette read it and nodded, smiling, to show she could accept that, though inside she still
felt like something was missing.

Chloe had erased her message and was writing again. She tilted it towards Marinette, who
tried to suppress her laugh as the knots of uncertainty loosened in her chest.

Besides, Adrikins is my oldest friend, and if I’m going to lock-in my title of future godmother,
I need to start buttering you up.



You can't steal something that's already yours

Chapter Summary

After Marinette stakes her claim, everyone's confused. Except Adrien. Adrien knows
exactly what he's doing.

AKA: The bonus scene everyone wanted but I never expected to give you!

Chapter Notes

Wow, apparently I'm just in the mindset for this fic, lately. I drew some inspiration from
your comments while writing this, so thank you so much to everyone who has left
feedback on this fic so far! Hopefully you'll enjoy these littles bonus scenes. :)

Btw, this does technically take place prior to the Chloe scene. Just for clarity's sake.

The atrium was silent as Marinette tugged a blissed-out Adrien through the doors and into the
sunshine. The doors shut with a clang. And then Alix whooped, and Rose cheered, and
slowly everyone started to talk at once.

“Where did that come from?” Alya asked no one in particular, still staring after them.

“Did you see Adrien’s face?” Alix cackled. “I didn’t even know he could make that face. He
looked wrecked.”

“‘Forever,’” Kim mimicked, “‘Yours.’ Merde, I thought I was going to toss my cookies.”

“My dude was so red I thought he was going to catch on fire,” Nino laughed.

The excited babble was interrupted by a whimper, and everyone turned to look at Lila. Tears
were pooling along her lower lids and her lips were pursed in a tragic pout. “I can’t believe
it… I can’t believe she would do this to me!”

The class went quiet, and Alya rushed to wrap an arm around Lila’s shaking shoulders.

“Wait, what do you mean, Lila?” Mylene asked.

Lila looked down, “I’m not sure I should say. Now that…” She let out a sob.

“You can tell us, dudette!”



“Yeah, Lila, we’re here for you.”

“It’s ok, Lila.”

“We just want to help!”

The girl looked up with a faint smile. “You’re all such good friends. But I wouldn’t want to
cause any trouble. I wouldn’t want to come between you and Marinette.”

“What did she do?” Alya pressed worriedly.

“Well…” Lila scrubbed at her eyes. “I couldn’t tell anyone before, because his father’s so
strict. We were afraid if he found out, Adrien might get pulled out of school, you know?
But… we’ve been dating the last couple months.”

There was a chorus of shocked reactions.

“Everything was fine this morning!” Lila cried. “I don’t know what Marinette could have
said to make him go along with this.”

“I can’t believe Marinette would do that,” Mylene said sadly.

“I can,” Alya grumbled, thinking about the schedule board and fifty years of presents in
Marinette’s room. “I just can’t believe she found the courage.”

“Maybe Marinette didn’t know,” Rose suggested. Juleka murmured something that sounded
like agreement.

“But she did walk right up to Lila to rub it in her face,” Max pointed out. “And we all know
Marinette can get a little crazy when it comes to Lila. Like with the napkin.”

“Maybe Marinette’s akumatized!” Nino suggested. “Like Alex said, dude looked kind of out
of it, right? Maybe he was under some sort of compulsion.”

“I don’t know, she didn’t look akumatized,” Alya said. “Trust me, I’ve been to enough akuma
fights to know. And she didn’t say anything about the miraculous.”

“I don’t know what to do,” Lila said. “Am I supposed to just… give up on our love?”

“No,” Alya insisted. “Of course not, girl. We’ll talk to her, ok? Make her see that she can’t
just force things to work out her way.”

The class murmured agreement, and everyone set about collecting themselves to leave for the
day.

The next morning, Adrien and Marinette walked into class together. They were holding hands
and each had a to-go cup in the other. Adrien was staring at Marinette with stars in his eyes,
and Marinette was smiling as she tugged him up the steps to her seat in the back of the class.
He scrambled to get in front of her when they got there, and pulled out her seat with a bow



and a “my lady.” Marinette giggled and sat, and Adrien quickly took the seat next to her and
snatched up her hand again.

“Are you sure this isn’t an akuma thing?” Nino asked Alya, watching his best friend with
raised eyebrows.

Alya shook her head, frowning. She stood and walked back to them, glad that Lila hadn’t
arrived yet. Maybe they could nip this in the bud before Lila had to deal with it. She’d spent
hours on the phone consoling her last night. It’d be awful if she had to see this when it was
still so raw.

“So,” Alya said, “how did you two get together so suddenly?”

Marinette had taken a paper bakery bag out of her backpack, and Adrien was tearing a piece
off a croissant. The girl smiled sweetly. “Oh, it’s a long story.”

Alya narrowed her eyes. “I didn’t realize anything had changed.”

“Well,” Marinette said carefully, “if we ever really talked anymore, maybe you would have.”

Adrien held up the piece of croissant, and Marinette giggled again, rolling her eyes. She
parted her lips, and Adrien delicately fed her the bite. While she chewed, he tore another
piece off and popped it in his mouth. 

Alya gaped. “You do realize he isn’t your servant, don’t you?”

“I realize that,” Marinette said. “Minou?”

“I’m totally your servant,” Adrien said happily.

Marinette snorted. “I’m hoping you’ll calm down once you get used to this.”

“Nope,” Adrien said, popping the ‘p.’ “Never.” He held up another bite of croissant, and
Marinette obligingly opened her mouth.

“Holy hell, girl, what did you do to him?” Alya snapped. “You’ve totally brainwashed him.”

“I think he mostly did it to himself,” Marinette mused, and reached out to comb a hand
through his hair as he ate another bite. Adrien arched into her touch, grinning.

“Look at him! He doesn’t even remember how much he loves his girlfriend!”

That gave both Adrien and Marinette pause. They exchanged a long look and then Adrien, for
the first time that morning, looked at Alya. “No, I’m pretty clear on how much I love my
girlfriend.” He paused. “I love her as much as it’s pawsible to love a person.”

“Adrien,” Marinette groaned. The blonde smirked at her and held up another piece of the
croissant.



“Stop it!” Alya snapped. “You really hurt Lila yesterday, you know. It’s not cool to just steal
another girl’s boyfriend!”

“I’m sorry, what?” Marinette said. “Who’s stealing who’s boyfriend?”

“You! You stole Lila’s boyfriend!”

Adrien stood up, scowling. Marinette dissolved into laughter, but the blonde was rigid and
utterly unamused. His focus was entirely on Alya, and she found herself cowed slightly under
the fire in his eyes.

“Lila Rossi never was and never will be anything to me. Marinette didn’t steal me from
anyone, Cesaire.”

Marinette’s giggles softened, and she reached out to clasp Adrien’s hand and draw his
attention back to her. His expression softened instantly, and she tugged on his hand to get him
to lean down for a kiss. When they parted, Adrien smiled. “After all, you can’t steal
something that’s already yours.”

Alya shifted uneasily. She had no idea what was going on here, but clearly it was more than a
simple talking to could fix. Maybe Lila would have better luck. After all, it was her
boyfriend. She’d know how best to get through to him. As Adrien went back to picking apart
the croissant and feeding it to Marinette like she was some sort of princess, Alya went back
down the stairs, shaking her head.

At break, Adrien carried Marinettes books to their next class, despite her protests that it
“really isn’t necessary, Adrien, I’m perfectly capable.” When her pencil broke, he insisted on
getting up to sharpen it for her. At lunch, he had his driver deliver crab cakes and prime rib
with roast vegetables in lemon-butter sauce from a Michelin-star restaurant in the 1st

arrondissement, to Marinette’s grumbled “this is getting ridiculous, Adrien.” And all day
long, every time Lila so much as looked at Marinette, Adrien put himself in front of her and
glared, looking rather like a cat with its hackles raised.

The entire class was starting to think this really was an akuma situation, because the boy was
completely obsessed.

“Or,” Nathaniel pointed out at the end of the day, when Adrien insisted on picking Marinette
up, princess-style, and carrying her over a puddle while she rolled her eyes and complained.
“Adrien could just be a massive simp king.”

The group all looked over at the pair. Marinette was arguing, trying to get him to put her
down, and the boy was glowing as he looked down at her, arms tightening and pulling her
closer to his chest, and they all heard him, practically purring, “Please, princess, let me? You
and I both know it’s just an excuse to hold you.” Marinette flushed and her teeth clacked
when she shut her mouth. She wound her arms around his neck, and Adrien beamed at her.

“That’s going to get really old, really fast,” Alix complained. The rest of the group could only
agree with her, while one little liar stood fuming behind them.





End Notes

I don't know, I was just reading reveal fic after reveal fic where everyone was freaking out
about identities and relationships and I thought it would be really fun if Marinette completely
took it in stride, and the first thing she wanted to do was rub it in Lila's face. So this popped
out. Ta-da! I hope you enjoyed it!

This isn't part of a larger fic, but I have considered writing a few further scenes for it along
similar lines, so let me know if that's something you're interested in!

Thanks for reading!

EDIT 8/3/21:

I'm sorry there hasn't been an update to this fic yet! I've gotten way more support for it than I
expected, and I definitely plan to add more. I haven't gotten it to it yet yet because, well, I
basically ruined writing for myself. Instead of being something that was such a part of my
being I couldn't help but to it, it became a horrendous monster that I dreaded with every fiber
of my being. I'm coming back to it slowly, and with lots of care, so I can't promise a timeline
for any updates, just that they will come eventually. Thank you for your patience!

Also, I think I finally got the HTML formatting right. So cheers to that!

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/21012863/comments/new
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